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CHRISTMAS MORNING.

ps,
Down the polished, cakewn
ntairs,
Leaves the chamber where
she gleeps,
Undisturbed by Christinas
cares

Down tha stalrs the wmalden
nprings,

Not s doult beclounds her brow,
Joyoualy her young voleo riogs,
“What hoa Banta brought mo now ™

Down the stalrs the malden creeps,
Down the cold and barreg stalms,
Leaves the room In whioh she sleeps,
Full of chlldish, Cliristmas cares.

Oun the stalrs the mallen stands,
Fearing further down to go,

Trembling are her lips and hands,
“las Old Santa been helow ™
F. H. Eatox

FOUND AT FIVE POINTS.

A CVAISITMAS §TORY OF REAL LIFE, BY
PAVID A, CURTIS.

OTHE younger gener-
ation who know New
York only as it has
been for twenty years
past, growing better
nll the time despite the
sneers of pessimists, it
Is impaossible to realize that only a fow
years farther baock there was sach a
place in the center of the city as the Five
Polnts. Nowadays it does not take un-
usual cournge for a moderately athletic
man to walk snlone in broad daylight
through any publio street in the city,
Then it was not sufe to do so, and even
men rarely ventured alone after
k intp the reglon known by the old
pame. Now the horse cars run through
the centor of it. Broad streets have been
cut through, and old buildings replaced
with new, Factories and stores stand
where were formerly tumble down rook-
eries, that had stood since the last cen-
tury, and that were swarming with the
most degraded poor and the most desper-
ste oriminals. ' When the Rev, W. (. Van
— Mater, witi a fesr friends as earnest and
dotormined as himself, first started a
mission school within the borders of this
walley of the shadow of crime, he was
sepeatedly warned by the police of the
dangers ho incurrad, and it was some
time after the work was started before
he dared to take, even under escort, in
the middle of the day, the lndles who
were anxious to ald by teaching in the
achool. 1t seoms now like a storyof w
foreign land and another age, but I saw
in 1834 or 1853 a party of a dozen ladies
and gentlemen mobbed as they started
homeward from the school one Sunday
noon, hustled into the street and assailed
with volleys of pbscene osths and rotten
vegetables, and s0 beset by & horde of
balf drunken men and women that they
were glad to escape with whole bones
and ruined garments, And the police
seemed ]m\\'r]}---.- to pres ent or [iunilh
such outrages, for this was no unuosual
GoCuUrrTende.

The region about what is now Paradise
square, for the distance of a couple of
blocks in every direction, was honey-
eombed with blind alleys and secrel pas-
sages, somo of them running under
ground from oue block to another, It

was o city of refuge for criminals, and,
though they warred and preyed upon
ane another with entire lawlessness, they
pombined as a unit to pretect any one
smong them from the processes of the
law. Aside from the criminuls the pop-
alation conkisted almost entirely, il not
wite so, of the poverty stricken, for
dire poverty and desperate crime then,
as very often in history, went bkand in
hand.

The chililren, who were couxed one by
one into the mission schoolroom, were
s ergwd of Dttle savages Their ignor-
ance-was something amazing, 1t was
ROt Vvery unootnmon o find among themn
bovs wnd girlsof 8 or T years old who
did not know thelr full names, but who
stoutly declared that “Sally™ or “Bill"
was the only name they had, and once
or twice children were found who actu-
ally did not know whether they had ever
bad fathers and mothers. Some had no
homes. God only knows how they kept
alive, for they slept in holes and corners,
and fed like vagrant cats and dogs on
whatever they could beg, find or steal.
Impoasible? Certainly it is, but it is
true, nevertheless,

Among tho wildest and shyest of all
who came in was a boy who was the
ariginator of ot least soe famaus foke

chough without infehfion. The tedcher
asked him his name and he said it was
George. Being asked what his last nome
was he sald that was his last name,

“But you must have another name”
urged the teacher. *Iz it George Bicith,
or George Johnson, or George What?"

“Nope,” he said, shortly. *“'Taint
George What, nor Geprge Nothin', it's
George. I hain't got no oder name.”

But the joke came when the teacher,
wishing to kuow whether he had learned
anything at all, asked him, “Do you
know who madé you?

At the samo Instant a boy behind him
stuck o pin into George. Such tricks
were very common among the little sav-
ages, but it did not hurt any the less be-
cause it was not unusual. George jumped
from his seat and shouted at the top of
his volce “*Goddemitey.”

“Well, that's right,” said the teacher,
who had not neticed the trick, *“But
don’s shout s0.” The story was fold
afterwards, with enlargements, untf? it
became a “chestnut” many years ago.

It was a long time—some months—be-
fore the teachers could learn much about
the boy, for he was distrustful to the
last degree. He kicked the Rev, Mr,
Van Meter on the shins very violently,
and twieted himself away like an eel
when that gentleman, according tc his
babit, laid his hand affectionately on the
boy's shoulder. George thought he was
going to be beaten, and took his usual
precaution of eluding the preliminary
hold. He had, it seemed, never known
what it was to have anybody take hold
of him in kindness, snd was no more to
be handled than a young bird or a squir-
ral. There was hardly anything, in fact,
that he did know, as the good mission
people reckoned kmowledge. He knew
how to swear fluently, as his acei-
dentally correct answer as to his
Maker iIndicated, but he did not
know, and it was a long time be-
fora he could be made to understand,
that swearing was wrong. In fact, he
did not know what wrong was. So far
as his experience of life went, every-
body did precisely what seemed at the
moment desirable to do, unless pre-
vented by superior physical force, or by
bodily fear, Stealing was to him a per-
fectly legitimate mode of acquiring any-
thing that he might happen to want,
and the only reason why it should be
done secrotly was that too much osten-
tation about the act was apt to provoke
interference on the part of the owner,
who might and probably wounld want
the article himself. Lying was simply
the easiest way of concealing anything
that he did not care to reveal, and the
only inkling ha had of the objectionable
character of the act was that anybody
to whom he told a lie would beat him
savagely if he did not lie cleverly
ecnough to escape detection. As to the
Sabbath, the first knowledge he had of
the difference between one day and an-
other came from his noticing that once
in 4 while these people who had whole
olothes on and who spoke gently came
into the neighborbood and opened the
little mission room and tried te get the
children to go into it.

George was among those who were
coaxed in with much difficulty, but after
going once he went regularly, The room
waus clean and pleasant, and as the au-
tumn days came on there wias a stove
put in and a fire made it warm. That
wns & novelty to hisn—being allowed to
sit undisturbed in a warm room. The
story the good teacher obtained from
bim after winning his econfidence was
appalling by its very absence of detall;
but it was only one of many like stories,
and she could do very little to alleviate
the misery that was all around her,

George lived with a woman whom he
had been taught to call Aunt Sally,
Whether she was his aunt, who his
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GEOROQE JUMPED FROM HIS SEAT.

mother or father was, whether they
were alive, or whether, indeed, he had
ever had a mother or a father, were
matters concerning whith he absolutaly
know mnothing, even by hearsay. Aunt
Sally was negatively good to him, it ap-
peared. Sbk» did not beat him, excspt-
ing when she was drunk, which was,
however, much of the time, She Jet him
sleep in her room, and when she had
food she gave him some. When she was
drinking heavily she did not bother
abous eating, and George had learned, as
young as he was, to keep away from her,
and get his food for himsell. How or
when he got it, only God's ravens could
bave told. Sach cases are not as common
in Now York as they were twenty-five or
thirty years ago, but they are found now
and again, even in these duys. Who Aunt
Sally was, or why she took any interest
whatever in him, he knew nothing about.
She was a fact, and her interest, faint
though it was, was a fact, and he had
not como to the age of reasoning about
facts, He only recognized them.

One day—and it chanced to be Christ-
mas eve—a lady and gentleman appeared
fn tho little room as visitors. They had
tead of the mission work, the gentleman
explained, and had come from their
home in o nearby city to see it and to
give what little help was in their power.
There was a story back of i, but this
story was not told till afterward. Their
name was not Harrisom, so I may call
them that,

GEORGR LIVED WITH AUNT SALLY.

My wife,” said Mr. Harrison, “is
painfully, almost merbidly, anxious to
do ¢verything she can for poor children,

especially for orphans.  And about
Chiistinas time she seems especially
nervous about it. There is a story about
it, of course, but it is too long and too

nful to tell now." This to Mr. Van

, whose earncitness in his chosen
work made him rejoige iu every naw
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round TrIand, and WhHOSs enthusiasm was
contagious.

Before long the story was known.
Mrs. Harrison's father was a wealthy
manufacturer, whose two daughters
were the children of different mothers,
and developed as they grew to woman-
hood strikingly different characteristics.
The elder one, Sarah, was the daunghter
of his first wife, who had deserted him
and her infant child to rum away with
one of his clérks, He knew little of her
story after her flight, but in the course

| of & year and & half he learned that she

had been forsaken by her lover and had
plunged into such a terrible course of
dissipation that death had been merci-
fully speedy in overtaking hef. A year
later he married tha second time,

Again' a daughter was born to him,
and as the two children grew up they
were treated, as nearly as possible, ex-
actly alike. Everything that money
could buy, or affection dictate, was at
their command, and every influence of
refinement and education was exerted to

the kidnapper was, but Barah bad had
a sufficient start to get on a train for
New York, and all efforts to trace her
were ineffectual. Had the newspapers
even at that time learned the particulars
of the story it would have become as fa-
mous a8 the Charlie Ross case, but the
family shrank from the exposure that
wouid bave been inevitable, and though

! all the detective skill that could be pro-

fit them for a high place in scciety, but |

whether it was some taint in the blood,
or a morbid brooding over a mother's
sin and shame, something led the elder
daughter to turn away from good and
seek evil from her early youth. The
father sought in every way possible to
avert the misery which he foresaw for
himself and for her, but it was of no
avail A wayward youth was followed
by utter recklessness as the unhappy
girl became a woman. Bhe still made
ber father's house her home, and would
spend a large portion of her time there;
but there were prolonged absences which
the family strove in every way to con-
veal, and into which they dared not
inquire closely Tor fear of shameful dis-
closures. The climax came in a pecu-
liarly painful way. Among the gentle-
men who visited at the house was Mr.
Harrison, and it happened that, while the
younger daughter was the one he sought
in marriage, both the girls fell in love
with him. Sarah's passion was none
the less violent because of its lawless
character and its utter hopelessness, and
when she learned that her sister was to
marry the man she herself loved, she left
homo finally, after a terrible scene in
which she swore vengeance, defied all
authority, asd spurned the love of her
father, mother and sister.

For three years nothing was heard of
her, Her father, old before his time
with sorrow, mourned for her truly, and
would at any time have received her
back with open arms, but no word came,
and he knew too well the futility of
trying to track her or to lure her home
again. At last one evening she presented
herself and demanded arv Interview,
which was readily granted.

It was behind closed doors, and no one
but the father ever knew just what
passed between them. He told his wife
and daughter, however, the substance of
it. Sarah had demanded a portion ! his
fortune, and had offered for it to hide
herself from him forever, to take another
name and lead her own life in her own
WAaY.

“I wold her,” sald the sorrowing man,
“that she should always have a home
withh me, no matter when she came to
claim it, and that I would never see her
want for anything if she would come
back to me, but that, if she persisted in
the life she plainly said she proposed to
live, I would do nothing for her before
or after my death, And then she left
me, saying it was forever, and cursing
me—cursing me, her father, who even
now would die for her if need be.™

For a time after this nothing was heard
of the prodigal. Then one Christmas
ove she wreaked her hate, or vengeance,
as she chose to call it, in an awful crime.
Mrs, Harrison's only child, a boy not
quite three years old, was in one of the
public parks of the city, in charge of a
nurse, when Sarah approached, and, by
pretending a violent fancy for the child,
threw the careless servant off her guard.
Whether she bribed the girl, or really
succeeded in tricking her, was never
known, but it was two hours later when
that frightened individual reported to

Mra. Harrison that her boy had been |

stolen.

It would be impossible to describe the
agony of the parents, and useless to de-
tail all' tha circomstanoces of thoe search
that was made. Theservant gave a suf-
ficiently .courate description of the
strange woman, whom she bad never

i

cured was employed, no publication was
made in the press.

Bix years had passed from the day the
boy wus stolen when Mr, and Mrs, Har-
rison enteved the little mission school in
the Five Points. It was her own loss
that had made her so peculiarly anxious
to benefit poor children; but, though she
was forever searching for her own little
one, both she and her husband had al-
most given up the hope of ever finding
him. While Mr, Harrison was talking
with Mr. Van Meter, however, her eager
eyes were scanning the faces of all the
boys in the.room.

Suddenly she turned pale. *“Oh,
George!l” she said, or gasped, rather, and
without another word she flew rather
than ran to the other end of the room.
Dropping on her knees in front of the
poar little waif who hdd drifted in so
strangely, she seized him wita both hands
and looked eagerly, almost wildly, into
his eyes,

“What is your name?' she said to the
startled child.

*"George,” he said.

“George what?"

“I dunno,” he answered, beginning to
ery, for he had developed a gensitiveness
about his lack of a proper compliment
of names, and, moreover, he was half
frightened by the now frantic woman's
strange behavior.

Suddenly she tore open his jacket and
the poor, ragged shirt he had on, and
looking on his breast found the birth-
mark she sought. Then, quick asa flash
—the whole thing happened so quickly
that it was over before her husband
reached her side—she gathered him into
hes arms, dirt, rags and all, and kissed
him until it seemed as if ehe were trying
to devour him, Then, of course, she
fainted.

It did not take long, though, for the
other ladies in the room to bring her
back to consciousness, and then such a
scene as is rarely witnessed in this world
put an end to anything like the usual
order of exercises. Mr. Harrison was
naturally a little glower than his wife to
recognize the child, but only a little, and
the bewildered boy was shortly em-
braced and kissed asfew children in this
world ever have been.

Such a prayer as Mr. Van Meter utter-
ed, while the tears streamed down his
cheeks and every person in the room
dropped on his knees, has seldom been
heard even from his eloquent lips, and
in a few more minutes Mr. Harrison pro-
posed te leave. It was obvious enough
to him that he had to take his child
home, but the good missionary was too
well acquainted with the neighborhood
to let him go unattended.

“You would be mobbed before ysu had
gone a block, if the people saw you car-
rying eway the child,” he said, and it
was preseutly arranged that a policeman
should b2 summoned to escort the party
up to Broadway, and a carriage should
be taken there.

This was done
for there was real danger of trouble if

the news had been spread through the |
neighborhood before they got away. As |

it happened, bowever, all passed of
quietly, and little (George had seen sucha
Christmas as he hagd never dreamed of,

“Aunt Sally” was found, and every
effort was made to induce her to reform.
She consented to go bome, but whether
she remained there or not I do not
know.

Sensational as anything in fiction, is it
not? Yet, excepting in some few details,
it is & true story.

A Messenger of the Infinite.

There is one thought which I place
far above opinions and hypothesis; it
is that morality is the serious and true
thing par c-xceileuoc, and that it suf-
fices by itself to give life a meaning
and an end. Impenetrable veils con-
ceal from us the secret of this strange
world, of which the reality at onee
awes and overwhelms us; philesophy

before, for the family to know who | and science will forever pursae, with-

out attaining it, the formula of this
Proteus, which no reason can measure,
which no lasnguige can express. Bat
there isone indubitable basis which no
skepticism can, shake, and in which

| wnan will find to the end of time the

one fixed point of his uncertainties;
goodness is goodness, evil is evil. Sci-
ence and criticism in Iy eyes are

| secondary things beside the mecessit
of preserving the traditions of -
ness,

£ 1 am::loiv convinmdndtixnn evgl};thal
12 o ife corresponds toan object.
If the end of life were happiness

merely, there would be no reason for |

distinguishing the destiny of man from
that of inferior beings. But morality
is not synonymous with the art of be-
ing happy. Assoon as sacrifice be-
comes a duty and aneed, 1 see no Limit
to the horizon vhich opens before me.
Like the perfumes from the islands of
the Erythrean sea, which floated over
the waters and lured the mariner on,
this divine instinct is to me an augury,
of an unknowa land, anda

of e Infigite.—Ernest MM
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FOGCD FOR REFLECTION.

Yoo, Mister Turkey-eock, | oun
You make a galiant show

As in fuil dg you sirut about
Majestically slow

But would It, tn your puifed out stabe,
Give you too great a shock

To know g'en swine look down on you,
Valp Mister Turkey-cock?

Yot so it g for by thelr eyes,
And guttural parts of speech,
Limow they scold you for your prida,
And humbler thoughts would teach,

“Yon silly bird (they seem to aay)
Pray don't make such a clatter,
You're kept so well that you may look
Wiell on a Christmas platter,™
—London Graphic

Romanece and Facts.

Swipesy — What did Santer Claus
bring ver, Misery?

Misery—Oh, 1 got a brand new warm
overcoat, and a pair o' dandy pants, and
a lot o' car 1y and s'm'other little things
I can’t jest remember, Whaju git?

Swipesy—Oh, I got a sealskin cap, an'
some warm cloze as goes on under these,
an’ fourteen dinner tickets, and lots o'
candy an' things. Now, Misery, straight
~—wha'd" yer git?

Misery (voice just a little shaky)—Say,
Swipesy, I hunged up my stockin' all
right, and, do yer know, I never gota
bloomin thing!

Swipesy (also shaky as to voice)—Nor
me,agither.—Smith, Gray & Co.'s Illus-
trated Monthly.

How He Would Slide.

Mrs. Smitem (to
would you rather have for Christmas,
Robbie, a pair of skates or a sled?
Rolibie—Can’t 1 have both?
Mrs, Smitemn—DNo, 1 don't think Santa
Claus would consent to that.
Robbie—Then give me the skates,
Tommy Slimson’s got a sled, and I cap
lick him.

A Wise Bird.”

“Why don’t you eat, Mr. Gobbler?™

“Bucause 1 don't wish to be eaten, my
friend. Are you not awals that Christ-
mas is coming?’'—Harper's Young Peo-

ple.

Doys Are Human, of Course.
The boy who finds his stockings well

as quickly as possible, '

filled on Christias morning doesn't care
what the other fellow got.—Judge.

Christmas Gift!
- e

—
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Eight thousand pounds of lead
in oga chunk were taken from I.hcv):
Graff mine at Zincite, Mo., the
day,

If you have a wife beas gentle
attentive to her as if she was the
of some other man,

piscopal missionary bish-

op of Japan.
Bomruu's house at Longwood,
! St. Heleoa, is now a : the room

| the imyperial body lay in state may be
| found a machine for grinding

THE MIRACLE AT CANA.

DR. TALMAGE ON THE TRANSFORMA-
TION OF WATER INTO WINE.

An Eloguent Sermon Preached on Ribll-
cal Ground—Christ Loves the House
kveper—He Comes in the Hour of Ex-
tremity—He Wants Us to Be Happy.

NEAR Caxa, Dec. 22.—The Rev. T,
De Witt Talmage, D. D., preached
here today on “A Marriage Feast,”
taking for his text John ii, 10: “Thon
hast kept the good wine until now.”
He said:

Standing not far off from the demol-
ished town of what was once called
Cana of Galilee, I bethink mysell of
our Lord’s first manhood mi
which has been ihe astonishment
the ages. My visit last week to that
place makes vivid in my mind that

utiful ocecurrence in Christ's minis-
fry. My text brings us to a wedding
in fhat village. It is a wedding in
common life, two plain people having
pledged each ecther, hand and heart,
and their friends having come in for
congratulation. The joy is not the
less because there is no pretension.
In each other they find all the
future they want. 1¢ daisy in the
cup ou the table may mean as much as
a svore of artistic garlands fresh from
the hothouse. W IEen a daughter goes
off from home with nothing bui a
plain father's blessing and a plain
mother's love, she is missed as much
as though she were a pri hIt
seems hard, after the pareats have
sheltered her for eighteen years, that
in a few short months her affections
should have been carried off by an-
other; but mother remembers how it
was in her own casg when she was
young, and so she braces up until the
wedding has passed, and the banguet-
ers are gone, and she has a ory
all alone,

Well, we are today at the wedding
in Cana of Galilee, Jesusand his mo-
ther have been invited. Itisevident that
there are more people there than were
expected. Either some people have
come who were not invited, or more
invitations have been sent out than it
was sup would be aceepted, Of
course there is not enough sapply of
wine. You know that there is noth-
ing more embarrassing to a house-
keeper than a scant supply. Jesus
sees the embarrassment, and {m comes
up immediately to relieve it. He sees
stapding six water pots. He orders
the servanis to fill them with water,
then waves his hand over the water,
and immediately it is wine—real wine,
Taste of it, and see for yourselves;
no logwood in it, no strychnine in it,
but first rate wine. 1 wjll not now be
diverted to the question so often
discussed in my own country, whether
it is right to drink wine, Iam de-
seribing the scene as it was. When
God makes wine he makes the very
besl wine; and one hundred and thirty
gallons of it standing around in these
water pots—wineso good thst the ruler
of the feast tastes it and says: “Why,
this is really better than anything we
have had! ou hast kept the
wine until now.” Beautiful miracle!
A prize was offered to the person who
should write the best essay about the
miracle in Cana. Long manuseripts
were presented in the competition, but
a poet won the prize by just this one
line descriptive of the miracle:

The unconscious water saw its God, and blushed.

We learn from this miracle, in the
first place, that Christ has sympathy
with housekee You might have
thought that Jesus would have said:
“I cannot be bothered with this house-
hold cleﬂcienc{ of wine. It is not for
me, Lord of heaven, of earth, {o he-
come caterer to this feast. I have
vaster things than this to attend to.”
Not so said Jesus. The wine gave out,
and Jesus, by miraculous power, came
to the rescue, Does there ever come a
scant supply in your household? Have

ou to make a very close caleulation?
ia it hard work for you to carry on
things decently and respectably? If
so, don't sit down and ery. Don't go
out and fret; but go to him who stood
in the housein Cana of Galilee. Pray
in the parlor! Pray in the kitchen!
Let there be no room in all your house
unconsecrated by the voice of prayer.
If you have a microscope, put under
it one drop of water, and see the in-
sects floating about; and when you
see that God makes them, and ecares
for them, and feeds them, come to the
conclusion that he will take care of
you and feed you, oh, ye of little faith |

TRUST IN GOD.

A boy asked if he might sweep the
snow from the steps of a house, The
lady of the household said: *'Yes; you
seem very poor.” He says: "I am
very poor.” She says: “Don’t you
sometimes discouraged, and feel
that God is going to let you starvei”
The lad looked up ir. the woman's face
and said: “‘Do you think God will let
me starve when I trust him, and then
do the best I can” Enough theology
for older people! Trust in God and
do the best you can. Amidst all the
worriments of housekeeping, go to
him; he will help you eontrol your
temper, and supervise your domestics,
and entertain your guessts, and man-
age your home economies, There are
hundreds of women weak; and nerv-
ous, and exhausted with the cares of
housekeeping, I commend you to the
Lord Jesus E‘hrist as the best adviser
and she most afficient aid—the Lord
Jesus who performed his first miraclo
to relieve a housekeeper.

I Jearn also from this mirdcle that
Christ does things in sbundance.
think a small supply of wine would
have made up for the deficiency. I
think certainly they must have had
enough for balf of the guests. One gal-
lon of wine will do; certainly five E;‘]
loas will beenough ; certainly ten. But
Jesus goes on, and he gives them
thirty gullonx, and forty gallons, and
fifty gallons, and uv?j gallons, and
oné hundred gallons, one hundred
and thirty gallons of the very best

wine,
It is just like him, doing everything
o and most seale

to w
Does J our re-
ﬁhm‘% salvation

UOds boltie, and sdme stahding
before the throne, we wimo_lu‘qn
of delight and ask that it be filled
the wine of heaven; and Jesus, from
that bottle of tears, will begin to
in the cup, aind we will ery: *
Jesus, we do not want to drink our
own tears!”" and Jesus will say:
“Know ye not that the tears of exrth
are the wine of heaven?” Sorrow may
endure, but joy cometh in the morn-
ing.

HE HELPS US TO BE MEESY, _

I remark further, Jesus does not
shadow the joysof others with hisown

iefs, He might have st down in

wedding and said: “I have so
much trouble, so much poverty, so
much tion, and the cross is
coming; I shall not rejoice, and the
ﬂaﬂm“ my face and of my sorrows

be cast over all this up.” Bo
said not Jesus. He said to himself:
“Here are two Emom starting out in
married life. t it be a joyful occa-
sion. 1 will hide my own griefs. 1
will kindle their joy." There are
many not so wise as that. 1 know a
household where there are many little
children, where for two years the mu-
sical instrument has been kept shut
because there has peen trouble in the
house. Alas for the folly! Parents
saying: ““We will have no Christmas
tree this coming holiday because there
has been trouble in the house. Hush
that laughing up stairs! How can
there bo any {;y when there hig been
so much trouble?” And so they malke
everything consistently doleful, and
send their sone and daughters to ruin
with the gloom they throw around
ther.

Oh, my denr friends, do you not
know those children will have trouble
enough of their own after a whilet
Be zfad they cannot appreciate all
youre. Keep back the cup of bitter
ness from yourdam%hter‘s ips, When
your head is down iu the grass of the
tomb, poverty may come to her, be-
trayul to her, bereavement to her.
Keep back the sorrows as long as you
can, Do you not know that son may,
after a while, have his heart brokent
Stand between him and all harm.
You may not fight his battles long;
fight them while you may. Throw
not the chill of your own deondency
over his soul; rather be like Jesus,
who came to the wedding hiding his
own grief and kindling the joys of
others, 8o 1 have seen the sun, on a
dark day. struggling amidst clouds,
black, ragged and portentous, but
after a while the sun, with golden pry,
heaved back the blackness; and the
sun laughed to the lake, and the lake
!nug-hmF to the sun, and from horizon
to horizon, under the saffron sky, the
water was all turned intc wine,

I learn from this miracle that Christ
is not impatient with the Juxuries of
life. It was not necessary that thoy
should have that wine. Hundreds of
people have been married without any
wine, We do not read that any of
the other provisions fell short. When
Chmst made the wine it was not a ne-
cessily, but a positive luxury. 1 do
not believe that he wants us to eal
hard bread and sleep on hard mat-
tresses, unless we like them the best,
I think, if circumstances will allow,
we have a right to the luxaries of
dress, the luxuries of diet and the lux-
uries of residence. There is no more
religion in an old cout than in a new
one, Wa can serve God drawn by
golden plated harness as certainly as
when we go a-foot. Jesus Christ will
dwell wilt us under & fine ceiling as
well as under a thatched roof; and
when you can get wine made out of
water, drink as mueh of il as you can.

What s the differerice between a
Chinese mud hovel and an American
home! What is the difference be-
tween q-m rough bear skins of the
Russian 'boor and the outfit of an
American gentlemant No difference,
except that which the (km{o}:f Christ,
directly or indirecily, caused,
When Christ shall have vanquished
all the world, 1 suppose every house
will be a mansion, and every garment
a robe, and every horse an arch-neck-
ed courser, and every carringo a glit-
tering vehicle, and every man a king,

whole earth a paradise; the glories of
the natural world harmonizing with
the glories of the material world, until
the very bells of the horses shall
jingle the praises of the Lord.

CHRIST LOVES OUR LAUGHTER.

I learn, further, from this miracle,
that Clrist has no impatience with
festal joy, otherwise he would not
have accepted the invitation to that
wedding. He certainly would not
have®done that which increased the
hilarity. There may have been many
in that room who were happy, but
there was not ene of tl;et:;llhat.gidso
much for the joy o e wedding
p;ﬁ{u(}hna' t himself. He was the
c

of the When the
wine gave out, he supplied it; and so,
1 take it, he will not deny us the joys
that are positively festal,

I think the children of God have
mowe right to laugh than any other
mc, and to ¢ their hands as

y. There is not a single joy de
nied them that is given to any other
people. Chriltianitihdqq not clip the
wings of the soul. ligion does not
frost t{:e ﬂ:weru. \b\:hat isl Chiristian-
ity? take it to be simply a
rn);tion from the !.hrong of m
emancipation forall the enslaved ; and
if & man ; ts the terms of that proc-
lamation, and becomes free, has he not
a right to be merry? Suppose a fa-
ther has an elegant mansion and

ds. To whom will he give the
grﬁi privilege of these groundst Will
he say: "My children, you must not
walk through these paths, or sit
down under these troes, or pluck
this fruit These are for ouSmders
They may walk in them."”
father would say m‘ming
that He would say: * first
ileges in all the nds,
of my house, shall be
children.” “And yet men try to make
us believe that God's children are on
the limits, and the chiefl refreshments
and enjoyments of life are for outsid-
not for his own children, 1t is
mmwmm for God's child to
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drink; there is no robe oo costly for
Lim to wear; there is vo hi 100

like
v-

i

There is no innocent

JES2EEF
{ gi
gy
;
i

H
i
g

|
i
it
g
g
i

E

EE;?

I

i
£

thil
o
i

T
3
i

:
3

5§
is

1
&

{1
{
i

£
sf!
:

i

1

7

B
E
.

it

gl

i
'
";'

i
iy

£

%f‘

il

o
4

and every woman a queen, and the | s

th

3 ore you had

making the m"%

under you, You felt o
a

gone,

S e e s T
n " the “Jesus ¢
walking on the m.?' hy did he not
come in the first watch? or in '
ond watchi or in 1 '
do not know, came iy the fourth,
and gave deliverance 1o his
Jesus in the last extremity!

WILL YOU LET CHRIST COuRi

I wonder if it will be so in our ve

last extremity, We &hall fall sud-
denly sick, and doctors will come, but
in vain, e will try the anodynes
and the stimulants and the |
but all in vain. Something will say:

‘“You must " No one to buld us
back, but of eternity

theni Jesus will come to
we say, “Lord Jesus, I am afimid of
that water; I eannot wade through to
the other side,” he will say, !
hold of my arm;" and we will
hold of his arm, and then he will put
hisfootdlg lhodl:;:t lhewmhlnl‘
us on down s dT doeper,
and oursoul will ery: “ ldlr waves
and billows have gone over me.”
Thayucove_r the !u:it. como ‘::: utr kueo,
pass the girdle and come head,
wand our soul eries out: ‘‘Lord Jesus
Chirist, I cannot hold thin® aym an
longer,” Then Jesus will turn aroun
throw both his arms about us, and set
us on the beach, far beyond thy toss-
ing of the billows. Jesus in the last
ax'tl,-aiontuty. ; L

mt w scone 18 now,
The wmldie:lx:mrfng has bum, the
tankards have been broken, the house
is down; but Jesus inviles us to a

wife, and the Lord will after awhile
como o feteh her home.
be gleaming of torches in the sley, and
the trampets of God will ravish the air
with their music; pnd Jesus will stretch
out his hand, and the church, robed in
white, wil put aside her veil, and
look up into the face of her Lord the
king, and the bridegroom will IE’ o
the bride: “Thou hast been faithful
throughall these years! ‘"I'ho mausion
isready! Come home! Thou art fair,
my love!” and then he shdll put upon
hee brow the erown of dominion, and
the table will bo spread, and it will
reach across the skjes, and the mig

ones of heaven will come in, garland-

ed \E:.li; m‘&tymml{’ t.l:oi:l'
¢ : () an
h{ill]i‘a will Flillnd at the of the

table, and the banqueters, looking
will wonder lndq admire, and =
“That is Jesus the b ]
the scar on his brow is covered
the cororet, aud the sab in his side
covered with a robe!” and ‘“That
the bride! The weariness
rarthly w:: lo;ihlls_z the flush
wedding triumph I"

There will be wine enough
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grander wedding. You know the Bikle |
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